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I. 

THERE is z town in Lanarkfliire^ 
An' Airdrie is the name o't. 
An' fince I ha'e a wee to fpare, 
rU tell you o* the fame o't : 
*Tis built upo' a rifing groun% 

A pleafant fituation^ 
An' is as neat a little tQwn ^ : 

As ony in the nation. 

This vera day. 

II. 

Th* inhabitants, baith high and low. 

Are wary, wife, and tenty. 
An' dinna fail ta mak' a (haw ^ 

P' thriving and o' plenty ; 
They are a fet o' kindly folk. 

An' aye baith blyth and hearty, 
An' dinna fail, without a joke. 

To tak' a fixanger's part aye 

By night or day. 

•^7 ' ra. 

Now in the blythfome mgoth o' M^y, 

When days are warm an* bonny, 
There is a fair, for fun an' jfey, • ^ - 

That^s fcarcely match'd by ony« 
Wpo'^^riiat' day, as \ do faeaf , 

Nae merriment' is wanting. 
An' up an' down, ye needna fear 

To get baith fun an' ranting 

That merry day. 

IV. 

For ev'ry ane, baith man an' boy, 
Keep aye themfels fae canty. 

There's naething that can yield you joy. 
Or pleafure will be fcanty j 
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An* mony lads unto this fwr 

An* laffes do refort aye, 
W ha never mifs, when they come thefe, 

1 o get baith fun an* fport aye 

By night or day. 



As foon as Phoebus {hows his face 
An' darts frae Thetis' * bofom, 
I I DilperUng Jiglit owre ilka place, 
I i An' makin' flow'rs to bloflbm ; 

I ! When he, with radiant darting bcjius 

II Is up the lift advancing. 

An' owre the lands and purling ftreams 
His glorious rays are glancing 

Fu' fwcet that day ! 

VI. 

I 'Then, then ilk' fleepy weary wight 
1 I Out o' his bed doth rife, 
' lAn' fiU'd wi' flumbers o' the night 
. Begins to rub his eyes ; 
' iKight foon the billies are afteer, 

I Wi' hurry an' diforder, 
I JEniploy'd in forting up their gear 
I I An' putting things in order 
Iff Fu' wcel that day. 

VII. 

Now thro' the kintry up an* down, 

Amang the banks an' braes, 
The lads that fain wad fee the town 

Put on their Sunday's claes ; 
Their coats o* blue they bruih a wee. 

To drive the Hour awa*, 
\Vi* garters tied aboon the knee 
They think themfeU fu' braw 

And trig that day. 

VIII. 

rhe laffes, too, wha never fail, 
put on their cockemony. 



c ■» > 

An' drds themfels fhie tap to ta3. 
Wow ! but they are fu' bonny : 

Some on their heads ha'e beavers plac'd, 
Wi' ribbon-knots an' feathers. 

An* fome ha'e fafhes roun* their waifl 
As lang as hairy tethers 

An' braid that day. 

IX. 

An* now its wearing up the day 

An' dry, an' clear the air, 
There droves o* folk ha'e ta'cn their way. 

Intent to fee the fair : 
See ! fee ! they're gath'rin* roun' about. 

Ilk' ane to try their fortune. 
Some to mak' bargains, without doubt, 

Aa* ithera to get fportin' 

An' fun that day. 



There packmen billies fet their fiands 

An' tinkle owre their braw things. 
They fort them out, wi' clever handa, 

Gude jocktalegs an' a' things. 
Ye folk that come to fee the fair, 

I earneftly entreat you, 
Mak' ye your bargains a' wi* care. 

Or isith I fear they'll cheat you 
On fic a day. 

XI, 
Here fweety wives fet up a cry. 

Their tongues they arc na fparin'. 
To bonny lads as they gang bye. 

To come and buy their tairin' — 
« Come here, my lads^ an' tak' a peep 

" O* what I ha'e to fell, 
*' Ye'll get it gude, ye'U get it cheap, 

** Jaft as I ha'e't myfei', 

** This blythfome day." 



{ 5 ) . 

XII. .,.,_,.„^.*^ 
Nieft come the blades wha win their brcaj . 

By playing at black jock. 
They mind the wark, wi' tenty heid^ 

O' cheatin' fimple folk ; 
The coontra fellows try their ikill. 

An* gle the (tick a tofs then. 
But how it comes, I carina tell. 

They unco often lofs then 

At it that day. 

IIII. 
Now here an* there, an' thick an' thrang. 

The muckle horfe arc prancing, 
See ! fee ! how braw, how ftout, an' firang, 

They're thro' the fair advancing: 
Their manes pUit up wi' red an' blue. 

As they gang yont the cawfey ; 
Wow! but they mak' a bonny fhew. 

Sac plump they aie an* gawfey, 
On fie a day. 

SIV. 
An' now ye'll hear an unco din, 

An' roars, an' fqueela fu' mony, 
Frae hawkers thrang, that gather in 

An' prefs their wares upon ye : 
Alack ! how mony blackguard chiels 

'I hat ha'e nae gude intention. 
They feldom fail, at rants an' reels^ 

To raife fome d — mn'd contentioa 
On fie a day. 

XV. 
Nieft on the cawfey, eaft an' weft. 

Stand crowds o' bonny bfles. 
"Wha cunningly a look do caft 

On ilka lad that paUes ; 
There waiting for a lucky chance 

Right mony airs they Ihow then. 
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An* patiently maun keep their fiance 
Till bonoy lads come to them 

This merry day. 

XVI. 
There's fome, ye'U fee, that ha'e been bred 

*Mang meadows, muirs, an' mofles, 
V7ba here, like queens, haud up their head. 

Thinking they're fonfy bloffes ; 
An* fome there are, amang the reft. 

Their neighboui-s fau'ts remarkin', 
"Wha, tho' like ladies they are dreft. 

Maybe ha'e ne'er a fark on 

Thenafels this day, 

XVII. 

Now rattlin' roarin' countra JocE, 

A lad baith biytb an' cheary. 
Right flyly marches thro' the folk 

'Id wale himfel a deary : 
He glowra about frae fide to fide 

'Mang lads and lafles mony. 
At length he grips, wi' muckle pride. 

His bonny fonfy Jenhy 

Fa' braw that day. 

XVIII. 
But Rab bangs in wi' furious yell 

An' works a great miflianter. 
He wants to ha"e her to himfel. 

An' vows he winna want her; 
At Jock he waves his mutkle fift 

An' for his face doth ettle, 
Gude L— rd ! 'twas lucky that he mift, 

Or he wad cool'd his mettle 

I trow that day ! 

XIX. 

Then, then the billies gather roun% 
Wi' whiiky capernoiced, 
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1 An' mony get a broken crown. 


1 Kight fair their pows are knoited : 


1 Here fome lay on wi' a' their might. 


r " An' mak' an unco fplutter, 


While ither fome, dung owre outright. 


, Are warding in the gutter 


'Mang dirt that day. 


XX. 


There's fome that roar an' fcream aloud, 


Some utter oaths an' curfes, 


Some rin wi' bir amang the crowd. 


An' ithers lofe their purfes ! 


For at this time, or mettle cools, 


The pilf'ring tribe are bizzy, 


An' dinna fail to fpung the fools 


Wha fight about a hizzie 


On £c a day. 


^^^K 


Now after muckle din an' care, l^^^^^^l 


When Rab has greed wi Johnib, ^^^^^I 


The lads pufli up and down the fair ^^H 


Amang the lalTes bonny : ^^M 


An' there they quickly pick an' wale ^^ 


The braw anes an' the fair anes, 


But tho' they mak' an unco Icale , 


They leave anew o' fpare anes 


Behin' that day; 


xxn. 


There's fome that ramp thro' thick and thin. 


There's fome are bufy wooing, 


Some wi" owrenjnckle whiflcy in 


About the doors are fpuing ; t- 


Meanwhile the glafs is handed roun'. 


An' or they mak' conclufion 


Ye'll meet wi' naething up and down 


But hurry and confufion 


On &c a day. ^^^^^^. 
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XXHL 

Some ha'e ther lafs to draw and tug. 

Sac proud they arc, an* faucy. 
While ithers kifs frac lug to lug. 

As they trip yont the cawfey : 
The laflcs aye pretend they're Iky, 

An' need an unco fleetchin. 
But dc'ii-ma-care, right weel ken I, 

They're keen tp get a fireetchin 

An' dance that day. 

XXIV. 

Now Phoebus owrc the Highland hillf^ 

Is wearing out o' fight. 
An' folk fit cracking at their gills 

To drive awa' the night : 
There ilk' ane wi' his bonny lafi 

Pafs ofi^ the time fu* fweetly. 
An' roony lies an' ftories pa& 

That are believ'd compleatly 

For true tnis day. 

XXV. 

But wearing late douce folk withdraw^ 

An' leave their focial drinking, 
While ithers rant an' roar awa' 

As lang*s their pouch is clinking : 
The lafles, fweer to gang alane. 

By lads are weel attended. 
An* mony maidenheads are ta'en 

Before the fair is ended 

That cheary day« 
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